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SYLVIA: I thought perhaps It wouldn't be a He. I had to do

it, John. It was my only chance.
JOHN: Why did you do it?
SYLVIA: Don't look at me so sternly. I can't bear it. You

frighten me. I can't collect my thoughts,
JOHN: Why did you do it? Shall I tell you? Because at the

back of all your Christian humility there's the desire to

dominate. It isn't so much that I didn't believe as that I

didn't believe what you wanted me to believe.   You

wanted to grind my face in the dust.
SYLVIA: [Passionately,] John,  if you  only  knewl    I  only

thought of you. I only thought of you all the time.
JOHN: Don't be such a hypocrite.
SYLVIA: [Brokenly.] I expected a miracle,
JOHN: At this time of day?
SYLVIA: For God's sake have mercy on me!   It was your

mother who put the idea in my head.   Your father

received the Communion last night.

JOHN: You have no charity for human weakness. You were

all so terrified that he shouldn't make an edifying end.

As if it mattered if the poor dear's nerve failed him at the

last.
SYLVIA: [Eagerly] But   it   didn't.    That's   just   it.    You

noticed your mother's face yourself.   Notwithstanding

all her grief she's happy. Do you know why?
JOHN: Why?
SYLVIA: [As though suddenly inspired] Because when he'd

received the Blessed Sacrament the fear of death left him.

He was once more a brave and gallant gentleman.   He

had no dread any longer of the perilous journey before

him. He was happy to die.
JOHN: [More gently] Is that true?   Dear father, I'm very

glad.
SYLVIA: It was a miracle. It was a miracle.